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One/One 


Author's Notes: 
The song Turn The Page from the Twist h The Myth album was the inspiration for this little ditty; Hansi is 


singing about a terribly dark subject, and yet sounds so damn happy. 


So. Got to thinking about the song, and what it was about, and about the bog bodies that have been dug out of 
the peat in Ireland and Europe and..well.here it is. 


Enjoy! 


Rebirth 


Silence across the flatlands, the chill wind barely rustling the dead, dried stalks of the reeds near the village. 
Dark winter held the ground and the water - the very air - in its icy grip, and the sun hid its face from the 


world. 
Midwinter, and it felt as though the warmth would never return. 


spw 


He stared at the wall of his prison, and knew that he approached the end of his last day on earth. 


Out in the village - the village where they'd been born, where they'd grown up together, been boys and 
become men - families would be stirring in preparation for the day. The shamans would have been up all night, 
he knew, readying themselves for today's ritual; all week they'd been in intense planning with fasts and 
sacrifice, drugging themselves to a stupor to read the future and prepare to bring the sun back to the world. 


The three of them would lead, he knew. The two would be by his side and the one would walk before them until 
they reached the secret place, and then he would pass from this world to the next. 


He would be the King forever, and their people would prosper. 
It would be done with love and reverence, and he was honoured to be the one. 
Thomen flung himself into the corner of his cell, and threw up until he couldn't move. 


~ Ke 


The two came to him first, found him weeping in the corner stained with puke and piss where he'd fouled 
himself in terror. Huddled into a ball he couldn't stop the shaking, no matter how much he tried; he thought 
he'd accepted his fate, come to terms with the transition that awaited him. Young women, good food and wine, 
all the best his people could offer had been his and he had taken it, assured them all that he would not let 
them down. Fair trade for what would happen this morning, he'd reckoned. Carousing and promises of glory and 
his place in history assured, it had been a magnificent week and he thought he was ready for this. 


Last night he'd tried to run, and had been brought back before he'd so much as reached the edge of the 
village. The men had been kind, and there was understanding in their eyes; despite the way that everyone 
claimed to be happy for him, there were none that would offer to take his place. 


Hansi had sat with him for a while, talked long and soothing to him about the honour bestowed on him, how he 
would never be forgotten and his sacrifice would keep his people safe until the end of the world. Could he not 
remember the same ritual from when they'd been boys, the robed and blessed King walking through the village 
with his head high? The Gods had been pleased, and they had enjoyed many calm and happy years under his 


watchful eye. Now the crops failed once more, and a new King was needed. The wheel must turn so that the 


cycle of life could continue, and the sun be reborn once more. 


Eyes red from crying he'd looked up into the cold eyes of the man who'd been his best friend - once - and 
asked how he could do this. How could he place the horns on the head of his best friend, lead him to the 
secret place and dedicate him to the Gods? 


Hansi had smiled and touched his face. How can | not? he'd asked. 


Marcus and André were gentle, their hands calm on his body as they helped him clean the sweat and vomit 
away and dress him in the new suit of finery. Times had been hard, and the sheer expense of all this took 
Thomen's breath away, even now; but then, a gift like this must be of the very best, and André told him so 


as he took a moment to wrap him in his arms, hold him close to give him a last taste of human comfort. 


"You're our best, Thomen," he said, the familiar smile gentling the priest hard eyes, "we need you. The land 


needs you.” 


"Let me go, André," he whispered, "please. | won't tell anyone. Let me go." 


A touch to his other shoulder, and Marcus was there with the headdress; he shook his head before the King 
could say another word, and with practised fingers he soon wore the trappings of office, the horned one going 
to bring life back to the land. He tensed when they took their position either side, wondered if he could run, the 


prick of a sacred knife over his kidney assured him that it would not be possible. 


"Don't make this any harder than it has to be," murmured Marcus. 
Thomen nodded, and the three of them left the cell in silence. 


ee 


Despite the chill the village was awake, the predawn darkness filled with torches and voices and the sense of 

movement. Ice crackled beneath his feet, thin puddles breaking with a sound sharp as sorrow, hands brushing 
his robes as his people - people he'd known all his life, grown up with, lived and loved with - both blessed him 
and asked for blessings, words mouthed to the Gods as he was led through the throng to where the rest of 


the shamans waited. 


The people drew back, silence falling over them when Hansi stepped forward, white robed, head bared to the 
elements but if he felt the cold he didn't show it. He held his hands out to the King, greeted him as a subject; 
he passed a goblet made of gold filled with spiced liquor, and even though he was sure his stomach would rebel 
Thomen took it, drank. The shaman gave him a secret smile, bowed to him then turned to lead him deeper into 


the mere, to the place where the worlds rubbed together and the exchange would be made. 


Thomen stumbled through the mud, head light with terror. Not so much as a flicker had there been in the 
man's eyes, nothing but duty. They'd been friends, once-- 


He almost fell, Marcus' arms going around his waist to steady him. Hansi paused, didn't bother to look over his 
shoulder; when he heard the footsteps of the three begin again behind him he continued, chanting softly into 


the predawn murk. 


Even the birds were silent, none of the usual small sounds that peopled the seas of reeds that surrounded 
their home. Stark and frozen the dead stems leaned against one another, and the cold mud squeezed across 
their boots. Come the spring this place would be filled with colour and sound, wild things so thick around you 
with sheer vitality that it was easy to believe in kindly Gods and a certain fate. This cold, damp desolation held 
none of that hope, just a promise that you would sink into the dark to join the spirits and be forgotten by the 
world. 


A flicker of light at the edge of his vision, and Hansi stopped long enough to acknowledge it; André gave his 
hand a squeeze, and Marcus bowed to the glimmer just this side of sight. Thomen didn't suppress a shudder. 
All the children were told never to follow the lights into the swamp, into the wildness that surrounded their 
home; spirits, or lost souls, tricksters or emissaries of the Gods it didn't matter. If you followed them you 


were lost. 


"They come to welcome you," said André, and Thomen thought that if this was an attempt at comfort then it 


was cold indeed. 


~ Ke 


In the summer this place would be beautiful, he had no doubt. But now, held at the very darkest point of 
winter it was terrifying, and Thomen couldn't stop the shaking that gripped every part of his being. 


Willows arched limbs that would be graceful with catkins in the spring, and the reeds ringed open darkness of 
water; dead plants stained the silent, icy surface black and the pool looked like nothing so much as the gate of 
the underworld itself. Moss hung from alder and oak, and although the undergrowth was flattened by ice and 
winter death he could see shapes under it, wood and stone - who had brought stone here, to the reeds? - and 
stains on the peaty ground. Blackish stains, and clumps of hair from goats and sheep, feathers from birds... 


Gifts. 
Hansi kept his back to them, lifted his arms and began to chant to the east. The sky was grey with false dawn, 
the clouds hanging heavy, more foul weather promised from their louring roll. Marcus turned to him, lifted the 


headdress away; he smiled, and gave Thomen a swift, one armed hug. 


"lIl miss you," he whispered quietly, and stepped back. 


Thomen tried to speak. You're my friends, he tried to say. You're supposed to be helping me escape! 


André turned him, and folded him into long, warm arms. "Don't be afraid, Thomen," he murmured. "It's a whole 


new life. We'll see you again, you know we will. Be brave, and itll all be over soon" 
And with that they stepped away, and Hansi turned to face him for the first time. 


~ Ke 


"What's the matter with you?" asked Marcus, strolling into the studio to fling himself down on the sofa with a 
sigh. André, perched on a stool curled around his guitar, shrugged. Dark smudges stained the skin under his 


eyes, and his fingers drew a melancholy arpeggio from the fretboard before he answered. 

"Bad dream," he said. 

"Ah, dreams,” snorted Marcus, and turned to Hansi. "André is having bad dreams," he told him with a grin 
Their friend cocked his head, folded his arms. "Oh yes? Anything good?" 


"It was cold," he said, and stared off into the corner of the studio as though it were a window into the scenes 


that had haunted him so all night. "Freezing. And we had to help you--" 


With that, he stood up, propped his guitar against the edge of the sofa and walked out, the door swinging shut 


on his abrupt exit. Hansi and Marcus shared a glance, then hurried after him. 


~ Ke 


How had he got here, to the edge of the pool? He couldn't have walked. His legs were as frozen as the rest of 
him, the scene fading into unreality around the edges. Maybe there had been something in the drink they'd 
given him before they left the village, maybe he was drugged, some evil concoction that the shaman could 


brew to stop him escaping. Hansi took his arms, leaned forward to kiss his forehead. 


"Be brave, Thomen," he said, and there was joy in his voice; he sounded like they were boys again, sneaking 
away from their chores to go bird's-nesting in the reeds. "Take our words to the other side, and bring us luck. 


You always were lucky.” 


His hands were bound behind him, a twist of reeds made into twine to bite at the skin of his wrists, and tears 
began to roll down his face; he stared at the water, the sea of whispering vegetation that he'd known his 
whole life and tried to find the breath to beg. More words, the shaman's voice raised in joyful praise of the 
other world, gleeful in anticipation of the bounty that the new King would bring them. 


Don't, please, he thought, and then the thin leather strap was about his throat and the bar of wood was 
winding tighter and he couldn't swallow, couldn't breathe, and Hansi's voice called to the spirits to take the King 


and renew the land-- 
~ Ko 
"We helped him do what? Marcus said, eyebrows almost in his hair with astonishment. André had curled 
himself into a chair in the kitchen, chin on his folded arms and eyes far away. 
"Kill Thomen" 


Even Hansi seemed startled. "Why would | want to do that? | mean, | know we had our differences, but really- 


‘It was a sacrifice. You know, to bring the sun back. And you killed him, Hansi, and we helped you. It was 
horrible" 


"So | was the high priest, or something? That's cool--" 

"You don't get it, do you? You killed him” 

Hansi shrugged, and then got an expression on his face that had Marcus snorting with amusement, something 
in André's words had sparked a thought in that creative, devious, wizardly brain and he was going to wander 
off and be impossible until he'd got it down on paper. The guitarists watched - one amused, one anything but - 
as Hansi's lips began to move silently, and he got a far-off look in his eyes before he drifted out of the 
kitchen, muttering to himself and in search of a piece of paper and a pen. Marcus laughed, then took a seat on 
the other side of the kitchen table, ducked his head to look André in the eye. 

"Hey, come on. It was just a dream." 

André wrung his fingers across his eyes, sighed. 

"It was so real, Marcus. You didn't see his face--" 

He broke off again, frowned even though his eyes were still closed. 


"Come on. Hansi couldn't kill anyone." 


André's eyes opened, and the expression in them was cold enough to rock him back in his seat for the 


certainty in it. 


"You think?" he said quietly, and Marcus didn't have a thing to say. 


~afin~~ 


